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No Escape - Nikki Shoes Birth 


Author's Notes: 
A little tougher than the previous ones. I'm trying to sail onto new waters. May contain mature contents, such 


as gangs, drugs and some other crimes. Have fun! 


Frank had just completed eighteen when he left his home in the countryside. Since he lived in Seattle with his 
mom, nothing was the same, it was too calm and quiet at his point of view. He wanted to become a rockstar, 
even though he knew close to nothing about how to play any instrument or sing, the best he had ever done 


was singing lullabies for little kids with an old acoustic guitar. Well, at least he knew how to write. 


He had caught the first bus from Idaho to Los Angeles, with only a backpack and hope. There, he needed a 
place where he could stay overnight, because it was already getting dark He entered a bar, hoping to get 
either a room or information of where he could find one. But the place was crowded with people from a gang 


called London, said to be the most dangerous of the town, well, at least it was what he had heard from people 


in the bus. 


They had long and jet-black hair, all dressed in leather and metal accessories and some wore black make-up 


around the eyes. Their leader, Blackie Lawless as he preferred to be called, ordered some of his men to block 


the door. He walked towards a very scared Frank, who wasn't sparing any efforts not to breakdown 
"Hey, little boy! What brings you here, in an old and dirty bar in the suburb of LA?" 
"A..a place to spend the night. I've just arrived." 


"Oh, bad luck, pretty boy! You are in London's Headquarters. So to say, you have two choices" Blackie started 


to wander around Frank. 

"Well, three, but two fates. Or you try to be the hero, beat my men and run, but the chances of you being 
killed are really high" Frank didn't have a single knife to call weapon to fight those guys, and beside that, he had 
always been a weak guy. 

"Or you surrender and we kil you right here, because who knows, you can tell the cops where we hide, and we 


can't take this risk" He was already sweating, praying and he swore he felt a tear running down his face. 


Or, finally, you become one of us. We can give you shelter, food, money, but you'll have to work for us." Frank 


had no choice actually. He nodded that he preferred to join them. 

"Great! Lizzie will help you with the arrangements. But before that, what is your name, pretty guy?" 

"F Frank. Frank Ferrana’ 

"You know that now ‘Frankie Ferrana’ is dead, right? Choose another name. 

He thought a little. He remembered that his grandma used to call him Nikki, because she didn't like to use his 


father's name, and she said it had a strong meaning in some foreign language, but he couldn't think about it 


now. 
"Is ‘Nikki okay?" 

"Yeah, but what about the surname?" 

He thought about something that could represent him. His new himself. Back in the school days, he was as 
reckless as could be and was called "a sick" and "a little devil" by the school's whole staff. He had to manage to 
get something with a good graphy, so he thought about connecting both and Sixx came to mind. 

"Sixx." 


Blackie smiled a dirty grin 


"And now, | introduce to you all, men, our newest member: Nikki Sixx!" 


All of the gang members cheered, except one, who had a delicate, but sad expression. 


"Now Mr. Lizzie Grey, he's yours. Make him a London member." and the distinguishing guy took a step foward 
and took him by the hand to where they had their dorms. 


"Nikki, you'll be my roommate. We were the last two, so.. and we aren't here because we want, so we can help 


each other." He said with fear in his voice, as he was searching for something in hir drawers. "Found. Come on 


to the bathroom. We've gotta dye this beautiful blonde locks black. Unfortunatelly." 


Nikki was crying during the whole process. He loved how his hair looked alike to Peter Frampton's and how it, 
alongside with the tanned skin, condemned him about his birth place: San Jose, California, not so far from 


where they were now. He was a genuine Californian boy. 


Lizzie was caring with him, like an older brother. After his hair was all black, he combed it gently and then 
teased it, saying that it was for him to stand out from those mad men, and took Nikki to the mall, to buy 
some new clothes. By the end of the day, they were exhausted. The next day would be ever harder, but at 


least, he wasn't sleeping on the streets. 


Greed's been crowned the new King - Nikki gets a piece 


of action 


Author's Notes: 
May contain inapropriate vocabulary, crime mentions, gang envolvement and things of the kind. Besides all of 


these, | tried my best to deliver a motley-styled story. Have Fin! 


Nikki woke up with buckets of cold water thrown by all the members, even Lizzie was obligated to do so. It was 
the great day, in which his roles in the gang would be decided. He didn't have a single idea of how that would 
succeed. ‘Will they interview me? Will they put me where it is in lack? Will it be for a short period of time? 
Nikki kept on thinking. 

He put on his new latex trousers, leather knee-height boots, an Alice Cooper tank top and leather jacket. Hair 
teased up to the skies and heavy black eye make-up. Yeah, he was ready for whatever might come. He went 
downstairs to the bar, where everyone was waiting for him. Blackie had a cup full of sticks in it and beside him 
was Lizzie, looking down and probably crying behind those black locks. 

"Step closer, Sixx! Let's decide what you will be chased after for!" Blackie smiled evilly. 

Nikki walked towards them all, fearlessly, hearing things like "is this that scared dude from yesterday? He's 


awesome!” He stopped right in front of Blackie, and as he was taller, he looked down at him. 


"What do | have to do?" He kind of ordered. 

"Pick up three of the sticks in here. The importance is ranked |, 3 and 2." 
"Why are you using a dumb order!? Can't you count correctly?l?!" 
Blackie slapped him in the face, and his ring cut Nikki's cheek. 


"Respect me, fucker! It is to know more quickly what you main and least important roles are. Just go on, we 


need to work!" 
Nikki picked the first. It read "band". 


"Nice, you'll have to be Sister's bass player. If you don't know how to play, you've got one week to learn 


properly." He cut when Nikki was going to complain, 


He picked the second, or least important. It read "drug d" 


"When someone from our dealing department gets hurt, you'll have to cover him" Nikki sighed at these words. 


The last stick. Luck was at his side, nothing that bad had been chosen for him. Yet. He picked the last and it 


read "stripper". 

When he said that, everyone laughed. 

"You are going to be in our Strip team. Don't think that there won't be ‘bed action’, and unfortunately, not 
always with girls! Good luck! At least Lizzie will be with you in both band and strip team." Blackie explained 
laughing at poor Nikki's face. 


Everyone was minding their own businesses now, leaving only Nikki and Lizzie at the bar. 


"So that's why you are so shy. You are a stripper against your own will” Nikki found out, bringing his 


roommate to tears. 


"They are way worse than you think, Nikki! Way worse!" Said Lizzie as he leaned and cried on the taller man's 


shoulder. 


"Calm down, dude, I'll protect you. | am going to get stronger and prevent those motherfuckers from hurting 
you. While that, we'll plan a way out of here. | promise.” He shushed at his ear, then drying his tears and 
kissing his forehead. 


They were like brothers, but the older was weak and rational and the younger was strong and reckless. They 


had to take care of each other, as they were now everything they had. 


Danger - Nikki's plans seems to work 


Author's Notes: 
May contain inapropriate vocabulary, crime mentions, gang envolvement and things of the kind. Besides all of 


these, | tried my best to deliver a motley-styled story. Have Fin! 


A week had gone by when Blackie broke into Nikki and Lizzie's room. They were studying, since the youngest 
had to learn his role in the band and his roommate was the only one who was patient enough. They were 


waken up from their private world in a startle. 
"Tonight is your debut, boy. Make us proud at the stage." Said the leader and shut the door angrily. 


"Nikki, listen carefully to what l'm going to tell you now. After the show, there's always an after party, where 


they offer every illegal thing you can imagine. Have you ever tried drugs?" 
"Unfortunately, yes. Troubled past with my mom and | even got expelled from High School." 
"Are you even a virgin?" Said Lizzie, in despair. 


"| was, but | met a nice and beautiful girl on the bus, coming here. At every station we'd have our fun. She 


continued the trip to San Francisco. | miss her already." Said Nikki, emotional now. 


Lizzie was completely desperate. These pieces of information must stay between them, because if Blackie knew, 


he'd kill him, thinking that he works for someone else. 


"Nikki, tonight you ‘are’ clean and virgin until they offer you something, then you must accept so that you 


won't be punished. Life here is hard, | told you." Lizzie explained how the newbie must act. 


"Okay. The only thing that is still a challenge is playing bass. Can we play that one again?" 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


The time for the concert had come and Nikki was looking like a streets Charming Prince, alongside with a hardly 
recognisable Lizzie. Blackie was as terrifying as always and they had an even stranger drummer, Dane Rage. 


They were Sister. 


Nikki played well, not an excellent bass player, but it was a good choice. He was amazed at Lizzie's guitar skills. 


"Damn, he's awesome! At least everybody will pay attention to him, not my mistakes." Nikki thought. 


Then came the party. Nikki was having a good time drinking his whisky and smoking a cigarette when Blackie 


came, totally stoned. 


" Ive got a friend who wants to see you working. Will you do her this favour?!" Blackie had a blonde girl with 
him who stared holes into Nikki's open shirt. 


"Of course. How can | deny a favour to such a nice lady!" He said, now smiling at the girl. His plans were 


working. 


"Please, use the supplies | left beneath your bed. It will help getting into the mood. You're new, but already one 
of my best ‘soldiers'" He shushed at the younger man's ear. That was definitely working. 


He did his job with the blonde girl, and she went out searching for Blackie to tell that he was one of his best 
professionals. He went running to Nikki's "working" room and found a sitting Nikki with the "goods" in hand. 


"You did that and didn't use any? YOU'RE AMAZING! LET'S CELEBRATE!" He opened the bags and minutes later, 


they were completely stoned. 


"| shouldn't have accepted so much of it, but | ned to make Blackie trust me. Besides, it had been so many 
years | haven't felt so good. | have to grow used to this again if | want Lizzie and | to get out of this hell” 
Nikki thought to himself, but was interrupted by a Lizzie passing by and staring at the two of them at the 
floor, completely unaware of what was going on in the real world. It brought tears to Lizzie's eyes, and he ran 
away. "Fuck! | forgot to tell him the plan! Oh damnit! He must be feeling horrible." Nikki's thoughts were alerting 


him of his new topic on the mental to-do list. 


He checked Blackie and noticed he had passed out for real, so he got up and tried to make his way to his room. 
He found his friend in tears, which grew worse when he saw him. He kneeled in front of his bed and took his 


hand in his own ones, like a pleading. 
"Please, forgive me. I'm not doing things to hurt you, but to save you. You have to trust me." He said, calmly. 
"You're stoned, Sixx. You don't know what you're saying!" 


"Yes for both things. It is all part of a plan. Maybe | can't set myself free, but you are certainly going to live 
out of this hell someday. Now, its your turn of listening carefully. I'm going to become Blackie's loyal servant 

so that he'll trust me. When this happens, I'm gonna form another band with you, but under London orders. If 
this band grows, then I'll form yet another, always telling Blackie that I'm expanding his influence, but you have 
to remain in this band while | go to the third one. You go on tour and never come back, and I'll follow you with 


this third band" Nikki explained. "But you've got to keep the faith and never look back. Just trust me" 
Lizzie was surprised at what he just heard. Nikki had a plan. Finally the ashes of hope turned into flames again. 
"Now, Nikki, go to bed. | do forgive you, but you worried the hell out of me. | thought I'd go along with Blackie 


and become one of his tiny lead soldiers. But just rest, you need because of your state!" His friend tucked him 
in. 


"Good night, Nik" 


"Good night, Liz" 


Public Enemy #4 - Nikki's Rise 


Author's Notes: 
May contain gang involvement, cursing, drug dealing, and mention to other crimes. Have Furl 


Time went by and Nikki grew closer to Blackie and rose inside the gang. He was influential now, since he was in 
the band, could deal drugs without getting caught and was the best stripper of the whole block. Time had come 
for him to put Part 2 in action. 


"Blackie can | have a word with you a minute, please?" 
"Sure, dude. So, what my loyal follower have in mind?" Blackie asked, quite happy to see him 

"| was thinking about a new band. You know, the more you sell, the more influential you get" 

Blackie was surprised, how didn't he thought about that before. 

"Yeah, sure. You get Lizzie and the Dane. Michael White, a friend of mine will be your vocalist. Oh, the name.” 


"London, as the name of this honourable gang!" 


“That's my boy!" 


Lizzie, Blackie, Dane, Michael and Nikki drank to celebrate the newest gang's team. It was working like a dream, 
except for one thing: Nikki was beginning to like this life style, full of adrenaline and risky, being wasted every 
night and getting laid. But he promised Lizzie he would set him free from Blackie's gang chains, so he kept his 
heart loyal. 


For the first months, the band was doing really well. They were one of the best in LA. and finally seemed to 
be making it, but a sudden call shook the bassist and he had never been the same. The call itself was normal, 


but the consequences, this time, were disastrous. 


It was a fierce and desperate Blackie who broke into their rehearsal room, yelling "Nikki, you must go dealing. 
One of ours was caught, and you are the best for this mission. Go to a band battle in the High School's court, 
down the lane. Some guys need their goods, but don't mind, they are all grown-ups, the judges. Take care. | 


can't afford losing a good man" 


Nikki sighed and put his bass carefully in its case. Lizzie asked him if he was really going to accept that and 
the answer was quite obvious: He had to, in order to set him free from the madness, which he himself was 
infected already. Before he was out on the road, his friend stopped him, at the door, hugged and kissed his 
forehead. 


"Please, come back alive. | need you, since you're the only nice person here. The little brother I've never had. | 
need you to know that | do care and love you as if you were really my parent's child as well” Nikki felt tears 


rolling down from his eyes. 


At the same time he did felt the obligation of protecting Lizzie, he felt that his fate as a "public enemy" was 


calling him. He didn't know for how long he could manage to conciliate both. 


"In that school, exactly a year ago, my best friend was killed for the same reason. Please, Nikki, take care! 
That's all | really ask Not even going out of here, but your safety." His older-brother side was showing now. 


Nikki promised and went, arriving at the place quite quickly, since it was really down the lane. 


Bad Boy Boogie - Nikki gets into trouble 


Author's Notes: 
May contain inapropriate vocabulary, crime mentions, gang envolvement and things of the kind. Besides all of 


these, | tried my best to deliver a motley-styled story. Have Fin! 


There he sat on a bench outside, but right in front of the door, so that he could see the bands. He was just 
there, brooding at the sound of a band called Rock Candy. "God, their singer is amazing! | hope I'll get one as 
good as him for my third band" He thought but was interrupted by a boy sitting beside him. 

"Humpf! Their drummer is a shit! His playing wakes the animal in me, so to say, tomorrow | might beat the hell 
out of him!" The boy said, really annoyed. He was tall and slender and his long, hazel curls making him look like a 
Greek god. His eyes' colour incredibly matched his hair's. 

"You're a student here and a drummer, | presume. Am | right?" Nikki asked, with a playful smile in his face. 
"Yeah, dude! | play for Suite 19 and I'm the best drummer around. By the way, I'm Tommy Lee and l'm IS! And 
you? Tell me more about you." He sounded like a litle kid now, which made Nikki laugh softly of his cuteness. 


He was so innocent. He wish he was still like that. 


"Well, | play bass. Poorly, but | play. I'm 19, but | dropped school a long time ago. My ‘brother’ plays the guitar 


like a heaven-sent. | live in a really bad hostel, comparing to Seattle." 


He was interrupted by a jaw-dropped but smiling Tommy "Seattle? Really? So you are one of the bad boys, 
right?" 


He seemed excited about all of that. 


"Yeah, but not all the bad boys are bad at the heart. I'm an example." He looked down. He was turning 
completely into a public enemy, a bad boy, and that hurt. 


"You havent said your name yet 
"Frank. Call me Frank, please" He looked in the boys eyes 

"Will you watch me play? You seem a nice dude and I'm the next" 
How could he turn down an invitation like that? 


"IIl be in the first row, Tommy" they both smiled and he went back inside, to get ready for the presentation. 


While that, Nikki saw that a guy had been looking directly to him during all the conversation, so he decided to 


take his move towards the judges table, which was really near the stage. 

When he got to the table, a perfect drumming began. He caught himself mind-blown by that kid's talent. "He's 
perfect! The timing, the energy, the crowd interaction during the playing.it is set: when | form the third band, 
I'm going to hire him." He thought to himself. 


When it was over, he was shouting the band's name at the top of his voice, but they entered backstage and 
were Told not to go out until the judges had the result. Perfect time for the delivery. 


He went there and put the goods at the table. "Delivered. I'm sorry, you must be confused. I'm from London, 
l'm just a substitute. Now the payment” They were counting the money when the cops arrived. 


"The party is over! Where's the dealer? London's dealer." One of them yelled. 

Nikki caught the money and walked as if nothing was happening, but that damned kid from before yelled 
"There! The black-haired one! His name is Frank and he's selling drugs to the judges!" And after that, he ran 
away. Nikki remembered from where he knew him: He's also a dealer, but from the enemy gang. That son of a 
bitch! 

The party continued as the cops arrested Nikki. The winner was announced when he was being hand-cuffed, and 
the best band was Suite 19. Tommy climbed up the stage to see him new friend being arrested as he mouthed 


‘Congrats, and I'm sorry’ with tears in his eyes, well, both were crying at the moment. 


Nikki was going to have his revenge. Oh yeah, he was. 


Dancing on Glass - Nikki's first gang fight 


Author's Notes: 
May contain gang involvement, drug mention, fighting scenario, and other things related. Besides all of that, it's 


a Métley-story, so Have Fin! 


Chapter 6 - Dancing on glass - Nikki's first gang fight 

"Well, boy. You were caught dealing dugs. You don't seem to be a dealer. Too stylish. So, let's get stared with all 
these papers." Said the police officer. He seemed to be a nice man, but Nikki's situation turned everything into 
hellish. He was at the PD now. 

"What's your name? | heard someone crying out Frank, but | need it full" 


Nikki looked down. He didn't know how to proceed. 


"Frank Carlton Serafino Ferrana Jr. | hate the last part, since my father was an asshole who left me and my 


mother when | was really young, and after that my mom abandoned me. Fucking shitty life!" 
"Watch out your language here, but you're forgiven. This situation is horrible, my bad!" 
Nikki was nervous and exploded in pleadings. 


"Mr. Policeman, please, believe me. It was that da.. strange kid with was dealing! | know him! He's Phil Lewis, 


from LA Gang! He was dealing!" 
"We don't have enough proofs that he is involved. Besides, he called us saying that London was active again, and 
against you, yeah, we unfortunately do have proofs. Would you mind answering this paper, since we don't have 


your files because it's your time here." 


Another cop entered. He said that his hostel's owner had bailed him and he and his brother were waiting for 


him. 
"They treat me like we had the same blood in our veins. | owe them everything!" Nikki opened up a big smile. 


" well, kid. Time to go. Good luck out there!" Said the cop. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Lizzy held Nikki tightly. He was worried about him, so worried that he sickened. But now everything was 


okay..quite. 

Blackie asked what happened and Nikki told, skipping the part of his new friend, who he thought that would be 
better never seeing again, so that he would have the chance of remaining pure and innocent. But he also 
decided that if his plan worked perfectly, he would find him to join him. 

"So LA Gang is back in action, huh? | know the perfect revenge! Let's go back to the PD. I've got an idea" 

So they went, but just Blackie entered. 

| need to talk about London. | know their headquarters" 

And then he gave the LA Gang headquarters’ address instead. 


| heard my guest talking a lot about this address, you should check " and then he walked out 


"Vengeance complete, Sixx boy. But now be prepared to a war. I'll train you two, since you are the only ones 


who weren't in a fight yet, teach you some tips, like setting yourself on fire." 


At their home, Blackie did everything he promised. As soon as the sun had set upon the strip, they heard 
glasses being broken. 


whole London gang went out on the streets, except Lizzie, who was taking care of their money and goods. 


Blood, broken bones and teeth..deaths..it was Nikki's first time seeing something like that. He began fist-fighting 
some guys, which turned into switchblade knives, chains, daggers, anything he could find, but he just hurt his 


enemies, he gave them the chance for redemption and apologising. 
It was getting out of control. Many of London men were dying and he decided to do something. He poured 
alcohol on his legs and arms and set himself on fire. He ran towards the crowd, which just opened a track for 


him: poor them, they did exactly what he wanted. He reached the place where the motorcycles were and 


yelled: 


The LA Gang members panicked and rushed towards their motorbikes, started the engine and got away. Blackie 


had extinguished the flames on Nikki's body when everyone was carrying the corpses and cleaning the mess. 
"Nice work! But now they are free and mad. It's just a matter of time" 


Nikki grinned. 


"What if | said | pretended to be a woman and called the police, saying that | saw a gang in motorcycles going 


on the Strip?" 
Blackie gasped. 

"EVERYBODY, GO INSIDE. NOW! You're a genius, Sixx. How have you come up with the telephone ideal” 
"| had done that to my mom's boyfriends several times. Why wouldn't it work now?" Nikki laughed 
Blackie put a hand in his shoulder. 


"| really can't afford losing you." 


You're all | need - Nikki's heart begins to beat faster 


Author's Notes: 


gang involvement and other crimes. Well, Crueheads, Havé Fun! 


Years had passed since the London X LA Gang fight. Nikki was the most influential member, just losing to 
Blackie. They were the lords of dealing scene and their Strippers, both dude and girls, were the best in the 


whole city, especially Sixx, who drove the girls mad. 
London had been selling tickets and records, but it wasn't making it into the City of Angels, where everything is 
possible. This was affecting the relationship between the members. Dane was demotivated, Lizzie was anxious 


and afraid (due to the plan) and Micheal and Nikki were always fighting. 


"You. Don't. Know. How. To. Play. Bass! How do you think you're suitable for this rising bandl? You are the one 
who is bringing us down! Hear me?" Micheal's yells could be heard from the other side of the street, and 
Lizzie was praying for Nikki not to be expelled. 


"Do you know what is bringing us down? Your ego! Its so heavy that it can be used as an anchor! And you 
aren't the best singer, I've seen a IT-year-old singing WAAAAY better than youl" Nikki said, bitching a litle, 
just for fun. 


"Ok. We'll call someone to see who's quitting, because | won't be in the same room as you never again!" Micheal 


went to bring Lizzie to decide who would continue in the band. 


Lizzie was frightened. What if it spoiled the plan? Nikki would get mad! He closed his eyes, but was interrupted 
by a bitching singer. 


"Hello! EARTH TO GREY, FUCKER! Decide: a good musician or your boyfriend” 
Lizzie had tears in his eyes when he opened up his mouth and said: 
"I can't leave Nikki alone. He's so young and reckless" 


Nikki gave a smirk Yeah, he was young and reckless, but he skipped the "Sickest, sleaziest and dirtiest 


motherfucker in the world" part. 


"Fine. l'm leaving. Bye, and | hope never seeing you two again!" Micheal made his way to the door, with his 
suitcase in hands while Nikki just shouted. 


"What are you doing Nikki?! We've just lost our singer!" 

"Nah. l'm shouting at the devill And now | can get my own band and we both can get out of here!" He tried to 
keep the image and the character, but his mind was always remembering him that if he ran away, he could 
never see Tommy again. It was just once, but Nikki remembered his face, his smile all this time. He wanted 
Tommy to show him how to be happy again 

Doing drugs, getting laid, living on the wild side was fun.until you get lonely. He was missing something, he didn't 
know what it was. He came to the conclusion that it was innocence. Purity. The childish joy that was ripped off 


him on an early age. "Yeah, the boy was a man before him time" 


Nikki was alone in his shared room. Lizzie was still shook with Micheal's departure, so he had to find something 


to kill time, and he found and ad at the newspaper. 

"Drummer available. Style: hard rock In need of getting a band as soon as possible. 

Name: Thomas Bass" 

And it had his phone number. It was a good start, finding a drummer to start the new band and since this one 
was desperate, they could help each other. He heard his conscience "what about Tommy lee? Are you finally 
giving up on him?" But he kept saying to himself that he would find the goddamned kid, who was already a 


grown man by this time. This drummer was only a start. 


He called Bass, and he said he would be available that night. Marvellous thing! There would be a big party at 
their bar, too. So they arranged the meeting for that night. 


"Please, do you have any coming-back-home hour? Because the party ends late at night." Nikki felt good talking 
to him. 


"Nah, man. Relax. See ya in a couple of hours for the audition and then party" said the drummer, kinda sad. 
Nikki was happy for no apparent reason. Maybe setting a new band would fill the hole in his heart 


vunnu 


Bass arrived and there was Nikki, sitting alone in one of the bar's tables. 
"Hey, you are Bass, right?" Nikki rose and extended his hand to shake his. 
"Yeah, and must be Sixx" he shook the bass player hand, 


"Hell yeah. Let's hear you play before they start this shit" Nikki led his guest to the drum kit, perfectly set 


on the stage. 


"Well, here | gol" When he sat behind those cymbals and other things Nikki didn't know the name, he opened up 
a smile that made Nikki remind of young Tommy. He should forget that kid at least for a while. 


He started to play, and then it got Nikki's heart beating faster. Pure adrenaline, he knew that because he was 


clean that night. It reminded him of some musician he couldn't quite remember. 


He stopped, the smile still plastered on his face. "So hey, what do you think? Good enough?" Nikki's jaw hit the 


ground. He had got talent, charisma.wildness and sweetness at the same time. 

"Perfect. It's going to be almost impossible beating you, Mr. Bass!" Nikki said, smiling too. "I get you the answer 
the day after tomorrow, can it be? Now let's enjoy the party!" He said, dragging the poor drummer to a table 
near the little backyard window. 

"So, what are your influences?" Nikki began and their conversation lasted until the end of the party, when Nikki 
startled. 

pure despair. He did liked Bass, he made his heart beat faster. It wasn't just adrenaline, it was something else. 
Bass looked down and said in a low, sad voice. 

"| don't have to go anywhere anymore." 


Nikki felt his heart weight. How could he be such an idiot. 


"Can we have some air? Please And ..can | open up with you?" He said, with stubborn tears rolling down from 
his beautiful brown eyes. 


"Sure! Let's go to the backyard" He accompanied the younger man to a bench in the backyard. It was a starry 
night. Rare thing in LA. 


The drummer didn't bother to show his tears now. He sook the bass player's lap to cry on. Nikki couldn't help 


himself but to caress the guy's mane of curls. 


"My father fist-fought me! He said that | was useless because | wore makeup, had my hair long and.." He 
sobbed "because | wanted to be a professional drummer! Not an army drummer! Like himl I'm not him!” He was 


inconsolable now. 


He paused a little "I try to believe a Seattle bassist's words..that not all the bad boys are bad. Some are sweet 
in their hearts. | try! And now you know why l'm desperate to find a band. To have a place to call home!" He 


shouted now. 


He rose up and apologised for wetting the man's pants with his tears. Nikki caught his hands in his own, and 
looked in his eyes. 


"Thomas, listen. I've got nowhere to go to, too. My father was a coward and left me, my mom and my siblings. 
After a while, she got another man, who was addicted and hooked her on pot, and consequently they offered 
me some, too. They were young, my mom was just I7 when | was born! And then she abandoned me. | lived 
with my grandparents, and it ain't the same. so | think you should say to your father that you are sorry, just 
for taking the weight off your shoulders. You're blessed for having a family. For my whole life all | wanted 
was." Nikki choked in his words ".All | wanted was to be loved. Only my grandma and my roommate loved me, 
but they were afraid of what might happen Fear spoiled the whole thing!" Nikki felt tears in his own eyes. They 


were at the same page there. 
Bass smiled a little, looking down and then asked. 


‘lm sorry for asking, but how did you ended up here? In LA? In a good band like London and, l'm sorry, | 
noticed, in a gang!?" He whispered the last part. 


Nikki sighed. 

"| was tired of those rednecks and peaceful places in the countryside. Idaho didn't fit me. So | moved to Seattle 
to live with my mom, but then got involved with drugs and was expelled from High School. My grandpa didn't 
like my new life style, so | made my way to the only place that won't judge you for your past. " 


The drummer was mind blown. It fit Frank's story! Had he finally found the man he was searching for so long? 


"Yeah. Can | know your first name? Because | don't think that Sixx is your first," he said, better now and 


getting up to go home. 

"Nikki." 

The younger man felt broken "maybe I'll never find him. Maybe he's still in jail" He kept thinking. 

"You still seem sad." 

‘Beautiful name. It's Greek, you know, and since | was born in Athens to a Greek mother, | know a little." He 
paused and then confessed." | just thought, for a second, that you were a friend of mine, that Seattle bassist. 
| just saw him once, when | was still in high school, playing for Suite 19 in a battle of bands. We had such a 


good time that, dude, | felt complete with him! But the dude was arrested for drug dealing." 


After hearing what he just said, he blushed. "Well, sorry to bother you. See you in some days. It was nice to 
meet you. Bye" 


He was walking towards the door. Nikki couldn't believe he had just said. Was he young Tommy? For real? And 


was he searching for him during all these years? He could himself now. 

"Tommy? Tommy Lee?" 

The guy startled. He dropped this nickname when he quit school, and started to use his last name to sound 
mature enough to enter in good bands. But this guy knew that name and kinda looked like Frank. Black hair, 
green eyes and pale skin. The only thing that changed was that now his hair was teased, contrasting to Frank's 
straight hair. With all these coincidences, it must be him! He finally found him. After he had searched him 
everywhere, almost losing hopes, there he was. 


"Frank?" 


Nikki's emerald eyes filled with tears and, by now, both men's eyes were as starry as the night. They just 


couldn't believe! It was real! Their dreams had come true. 


Seeing their reactions, both ran to meet in a warm hug. They were smiling and crying with joy. They said in 


unison: 

| found youl" 

Nikki felt the hole in his heart disappearing. Love, that was what he needed. He kissed Tommy's temple gently. 
Tommy broke the hug for a moment. He reached and held Nikki's face, before kissing his lips, which wasn't 
denied, but approved with a tug in his shirt. They stood there, in the middle of the bar, kissing each other. But 
Nikki broke the kiss to breath and say 

"It seems as if | had met you for a long time. Not just that school meeting." 

Tommy planted a soft kiss in his forehead. 


"ll never let you slip through my fingers again. Never." 


Nikki remembered that it was time for him to be in his bedroom. He was still leaning against his beloved one's 


chest. 

" the chief must be furious by now. I'm sorry, but now | must go. See you again tomorrow.’ 
"But the other drummers for audition.” 

"No one compares with you.All | wanted was you. You're all | need!" 


Tommy kissed his lips once more. 


"Then, good night, my sweet. See you tomorrow" and he walked away. 


For the very first time, Nikki felt good and happy. Ah, there's no drug that'll ever beat the feeling of loving 


and being loved. 


But he didn't know that Blackie had seen everything. He had heard the phone call, the audition, the conversation 


and yes, of course, he had seen their kiss. And he was mad. 


Afraid - Nikki's plans are threatened 
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Chapter 8 - Too Young to Fall in Love - Nikki's plans are threatened 


Nikki went to his room, shut the door behind him and was surprised to see that Lizzie was still awake. He 


rushed toward the younger man. 


"Where the hell have you been? | was worried!" Lizzie, as always, was afraid that something might happen to 
him. It had been getting on Nikki's nerves, but he understood it was just his way of expressing his love for his 


"brother". 


‘Our plan is almost complete! | met a drummer and he's amazing. He's talented, has charisma, is pretty smart 


in the drumming art.has a heart of gold" The last part was said with a silly smile and sparking eyes, alongside 


with blushed cheeks. 
"Nikki.are you..in love with him?" Lizzie said almost choking in his words. 


"I think yes. | mean, | met him once, when | got arrested, remember? We talked and | saw him playing. He really 
puzzled me, because | had felt good with him, and when | went to the PD, | thought to myself what was with 
that boy that made me feel at ease and | was really sad that | was never going to be able to see him. | had 
searched for him everywhere we went..and then | found the drummer ad, and didn't know that it was him. | fell 
in love while we were talking and after we opened up, | mean, told each other our backgrounds, we saw that it 
matched with the school story. It was the best moment of my life, Lizzie! | just wanna start a band with him, 
live my life with him." Nikki explained with happy tears in his eyes. 


"'m really happy for you, Sixx. From the bottom of my heart. But if Blackie comes to know about that.boy, 
You better be lucky." Lizzie then explained that they weren't allowed to fall in love with someone outside the 


gang, because the lover could tell the police or end up caught by rivals. 


"My goodness! And we arranged to meet downstairs tomorrow! I'll find a way to be with him and in the gang. 
At least for a while." Nikki's heart was heavy. He didn't want anybody touching or threatening Tommy. He was 


too precious to him! 


"I hope so. Now sleep! Tomorrow you've got a big day. And | want to meet the guy who makes my brother's 


heart beat faster! Lizzie began authoritarian but melted in a smile at the second part. 


wvunu 


The next morning, Nikki woke up early (not as early as Lizzie, because that was impossible). He was smiling 
already, because he was going to meet with Tommy. His roommate entered with his breakfast, which of 


course, was also a secret. He closed the door. 
"Good morning, Little Dreamer! Slept well, | assume for the smile plastered on your face!" Lizzie joked a little 


Nikki blushed even more and ate his breakfast, telling everything about the night before. Lizzie could see he 


was madly in love, and laughed at his friend's blushes and teenage-girl manners. 


"Well, Little Dreamer, get ready! I'm going downstairs to wait for you Charming Prince. Like that he'll know that 
you are here, but still making yourself even more beautiful. Hahahahahaha" he said the last part pretending to 
be a gay hairdresser, which made of them laught out loud. 


Nikki put on his red spandex, high-heeled and knee-heighted leather boots, kinda alike to Live Wire's outfit. He 
had his makeup perfectly and hair carelessly done. Cross earrings and neck chains. He was simply breath-taking. 


His emerald orbs seemed as starry as the night before and his heart was pounding even more. 
“Beautiful, Mr. Sixx! Beautiful" Blackie stood at the doorframe. 


"Oh. Hello. Blackie! Well, got to look stunning sometimes. Not to let anyone get used to ‘careless Nikki" Nikki 


smiled and tried to figure out a way not to let Blackie know about Tommy. 


"You betrayed me, motherfucker. How could you? | heard and saw it alll" Blackie intimidated the other man, but 


it didn't last long. He pulled him by the hair and led to the living room. 


Im gonna teach you a lesson Not to betray me!" Blackie shouted and Nikki was desperate. Years had passed 
since he felt that way. The last time was when he joined London. He was afraid. He feared for Lizzie, Tommy 


and for himself, at this moment. 


Bastard - Nikki is Taught Tough a lesson 
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Blackie pulled Nikki by the hair, leading him to the living room, where he then shoved the poor lover-boy to the 
wall. His back hit the bricks hard, but nothing that compared with his head, which almost bled with both the 
pulls and the last hit. He screamed, but was muffled by Blackie's hand as he looked deep in his soul. 


"Poor Frankie is afraid, then. Pity him! Well, this is what he gets for being disloyal to someone who gave him 
everything! Traitor!" Blackie paused a little and then said in a low and scary voice "Cheater! You cheated on 


mel" His eyes were red in anger. 


Nikki could understand. He hadn't sex with anyone in the band, nor began a relationship and not even kissed 
anyone! How could he have cheat on Blackie if they weren't together? "Is this guy a psycho? A little crazy I've 
noticed but.ls he really a psycho?" Nikki began to think to himself, but was interrupted with a dark grin 


crossing Blackie's face. 


The older man then pinned Nikki against the wall, holding his hands above his head with only one of his big 
hands. The other was wandering through his body until Blackie's lips found their way to Nikki's neck, sucking and 
biting. Nikki startled He was already aware of what was coming. 


"Hey, dude?! What are you doing?!" Nikki tried to believe his optimistic side. It said it was just a joke and that 


Blackie would let him go soon 


‘I'm punishing you, traitor." Blackie whispered in his ear and then bit it. Nikki let out a moan. "FUCK! My body is 
betraying mel" Nikki thought to himself. 


Blackie went back to work on his neck as his free hand was now exploring his thighs, until he found Nikki's butt 
and gave it a good grab, which made the younger man to let out another moan. He was too used to do so 
when someone did this, after all, if he didn't, the girls would just turn around and leave him not a single buck! 


Blackie gave another one, but tracing his index finger to near his butthole. 


"Please Blackie..no. We can work this matter of betrayal or cheating! There's no need of doing such!" Nikki 
begged 


Blackie let out another grin, followed by a dark laughter as his free hand now caressed his jaw line and cheek. 


"But weren't you moaning like a fucking whore? | thought you liked it!" Blackie now traced his lips as he panted 
in despair. "See you're even panting! Now let's proceed, my little whore!" Ad he said so, he flipped Nikki. Nikki 
was now facing the wall. He tried to kick Blackie's crotch, but failed miserably. 


Blackie was pissed now. He shouted and now had his switchblade knife in hands. Nikki protested, but was silenced 
when the older man held the weapon over his shoulder. That made him shiver, especially when he said "It is 
better you t be a good boy and behave, or you'll never see sweet Tommy again, and after | have you dead on 
the floor, I'm going out for him. All of this can be avoided if you just obey me." Nikki began to cry as these 
words were said. Blackie noticed that he truly loved Tommy and fucking the poor guy meant that he was 


cheating on his beloved one. He went on with the idea. 


Lizzie heard the strange noises, went upstairs and saw Blackie undoing the buttons of Nikki's pants as he cried 
and noticed him at the door. He alerted him with no sound "be quiet. I'll handle this". With tears in his eyes, 
Lizzie left back to the bar. Nikki was into a big problem now, and he could do a thing to help. He was thin and 
weak; he had to wait for Tommy to help him with this one. 


Meanwhile upstairs: Blackie manage to yank his pants to his knees and looked a bit at that pale skin he had in 
his rear end. He didn't think twice and slapped it, making Nikki scream. He liked the idea and began to do so, until 


it was red. His moans and screams had turned him on so much, but Nikki wasn't in pure agony yet. So he 
began to make little cuts in his back with the knife. Now, Nikki was bleeding and he was thanking God that his 


clothes were made of leather and rubber, so it wouldn't stain. 


"Now lets begin with this fuck. Literally." Blackie said as he shoved his cock in Nikki's ass. No lube or 
stretching, just pain. Nikki was screaming like a damned and his eyes filled with tears when he thought that, 
even if Blackie had what he wanted, there was a great chance that he'd go chasing Tommy. "Tommy, l'm sorry. 


lm doing this for you. For us! So that we can live happily!" Nikki kept thinking to himself. 
Each thrust, a scream. Blackie even insisted on scratching his back, not minding if it was all cut. Whenever he 


hit Nikki's prostate, he begged for him to stop and him go. Blackie was loving to hear him plead, so he hit the 


spot even more. 


Lizzie was down there, worried and praying. WHO SAID THAT GANG MEMBERS AND CRUEHEADS DON'T 
PRAYel?l?! He had just dried his tears and saw a tall guy entering the bar. "He looks like a Greek god, as Nikki 
said, so it must be him." Lizzie thought to himself as he went directly to the man's table. 

"Are you Mr. Lee?" Lizzie said quite shyly, as always. 

"Yeah! You must be Mr. Grey. Nikki's ‘brother‘." Tommy said, but was interrupted by one of Nikki's screams. 


"What's happening upstairs?" Tommy said, quite perplex and worried. 


| need your help. Nikki needs your help." Lizzie whispered. 


Nikki noticed that his lover had arrived and cried out his name. Blackie wanted to make him shut up, but was 


too entertained in his fuck, so he just put his knife next to his neck again. But he kept on calling Tommy's name. 
Tommy heard and ran upstairs, but Lizzie stayed at the bar's counter, which dazzled him. 
"Aren't you coming? Nikki's in danger!" 


| wish | could. But Nikki will be happier if | stayed here. It's all part of the plan. Now save your beloved orel 
Please, save my brother!" Lizzie said with tears in his eyes again 


Tommy was in a long corridor, but he knew that his lover's shouts had come from the last door, which was 
open and the lights were on. He ran as fast as he could and arrive at his destiny, seeing a crying Nikki and a 


fucking Blackie. 


The chief noticed that they had a guest, unwanted guest in his opinion. So he grabbed Nikki and put his knife at 


his neck, using him as a human shield. And covering his "Netherlands". 
‘I'm not giving you the pleasure of seeing it" He said as he covered it. 


Tommy was afraid, but anger boiled inside him. 


"YOU BASTARD!" 


Knock ‘em dead, kid - Tommy fights for Nikki 
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Tommy was in tears. If only he had arrived earlier, or had taken Nikki out of that place the right before, 
nothing of this would have happened. But it was too late. His lover was in the villains hands, and he had to do 


something. 


"Let him go. | was the one who supposedly ‘spoiled your loyal fellow, so have me instead. You can keep me, but 


let him go and never lay a finger on him ever again!" Tommy ordered, but the tears kept rolling down 


"No, my friend. I've got no interest in keeping you. | just wanted to teach this shitty fucking whore that no one 
betrays me." Nikki was growing even more scared, because as Blackie said that, he was caressing his neck with 


the switchblade knife's non-harmful side, but he could change that with the wink of an eye. 


Nikki mouthed to Tommy saying that he had to tease Blackie. He had another plan. "What a smart boy. Even 
when threatened, he put his brains to work on another plan" Tommy thought as he looked in his emerald eyes 


and mouthed back "everything will be fine" 


"You know what, | think you are just jealous that Nikki is smart, beautiful, creative, has a heart of gold..and 
you don't. All | see is a bastard who abuses of his fellows’ talents to rise up in the wild side. You're nothing 
but a liel" Tommy tried to tease him. 


"And you, all | can see is a little boy, who fell in love with somebody he just couldn't have, and now is pissed 
off because he just realised he ain't the centre of everything. Not everything is up to you." Blackie fastened 
his grip. 


"| may had been a naive boy, but now that boy grew up to become a man, something you'll never bel” Tommy 


stormed out. This time, he hit Blackie's ego. 


He threw Nikki to the ground. He had just fallen when he managed to reach his own switchblade knife, in his 
top's inner pocket. He threw that on Tommy's direction, and it got exactly where he wanted: his feet. 


Blackie tried to stab the youngest, but he ducked to grab Nikki's knife. From the floor, he managed to stab him 


on a spot he knew it wouldn't be fatal. He screamed and cursed. 


He distanced a little and Tommy could get up again. Now that was going to be a damned fight! Love against 
obsession. Light against darkness. Angel against demon 


Nikki was still laying on the floor. He had been injured really badly. He managed to pull up his pants and found 
out that there was another knife in his pocket. "Dude, | need to stop buying these. | didn't remember that | had 
one here!" He thought to himself 


Meanwhile, Tommy and Blackie were still in a good fight, but then the gang one screamed in pain. The young 
fighter saw his lover's figure behind the other man, crawled on the floor and holding a dirty knife. That was 


the moment. Tommy grabbed the evil man's weapon and made an X in his back. 


"You..two..fuckers! | don't.want to see.any of you here..ever again. Nikki.you are expelled!" Blackie kinda moaned, 


but he was just out of air. 


He fell facing the floor, showing a double X cut in his back It was kinda a good coincidence, since Sixx was 
written with double X. Nikki was on the floor, too, since he crawled to attack his former "boss". He was now 


laying on his back, trying to breath calmly and recover a little. Tommy rushed to see if he was okay. 
"Nikki I'm sorry! If | had arrived earlier, maybe." He was cut by both a sob and a hand in his cheek. 
"What's done is done. l'm happy just to see you okay. A bit dirty, but safe." He played with his curls. 


Tommy lifted Nikki and carried him out of the place in bridal-style. Now, he felt the pain of his cuts, hits and 


rape. His screamed and cried. 


"Nikki, | love you more than anything, but please, try to be quiet. As if nothing had happened. Just while we are 


in here." Tommy was worried that there could be more of Blackie's type around. 


They reached the bar, and were met by a crying Lizzie. Nikki was still in Tommy's arms, but his brother held 


his hand and cried on it. 


"Please, Lizzie, act as if you didn't care about me. Even take care of Bad Guy if necessary. Don't let this be in 
vain, please, find a way to get out of here!" Nikki begged to him. 


"Now, go! Please! Nikki, never forget how much this friend loves you like a brother, and will love you forever. 
Tommy, take good care of him, as if he was an angel, a piece of heaven on earth. He deserves it and | trust 
you to take good care of him. Now please. Go away from this hell and don't look back!" Lizzie was in despair. He 
probably would never see his little brother again, but he knew he was in a good place. He was in Tommy's 
strong arms, that would let anything happen to him. 


The two of them went off that place in tears because they had to leave Lizzie there. But now, everything 
Tommy could think off was taking Nikki to a hospital. He held him closer as they were in the streets now. 


Everyone was looking. A man carrying the other one in bridal style, covered in blood and all dressed in black, 


leather and jeans wasn't something you see commonly. Even in LA. 


Tommy just wanted to get his beloved one out of that neighbourhood. At first, he just ran with him in his 
arms, but with each step, Nikki let out a painful sound, so he decided to go to the hospital by taxi or hitchhike. 
For goodness he found a cab as his idea rushed through his head. 

"My love, I'm gonna take care of you, | promise. And the first thing I'm going to do is taking you to the 
hospital. You had a real rough time there. You too precious to me, and I'm not letting you suffer." He said as 
held Nikki even tighter. 

Nikki just raised his hand and placed it in his lover's chest as he leaned onto his body. He felt safe now. 


Tommy made a sign for the taxi to stop. 


"Its an emergency. Please, help us!" 
gency P 


Without You - Tommy And Nikki's taxi ride 
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Tommy didn't want to get hold off him. He wanted to comfort his lover, so he thought that siting and having 
Nikki on his lap would be a good idea. 


He sat and spread his legs a little, so that if the car jumped, Nikki's butt wouldn't hit his bony legs, but the 
soft mattress of the seat. He placed him between his legs in a way that his head was leaning against the 
window and his legs on the seat. 


"Please! To the nearest hospitall" Tommy cried out. 


"Hum. think you are very impolite, young man." Said an old lady who was sitting beside him. Goodness, he 


hadn't seen her! 


‘lm sorry, ma'am. He needs to got out one as soon as possible! Can you help us, Mr?" Tommy asked the driver 


as Nikki still cried onto his chest. 


"Well, if it's an emergency, how can | deny help! Is it okay for you, ma'am?" The driver said. He looked like a 
late hippie. Long brown and straight hair, moustache, circled glasses and a blue cap. He seemed older, but 


Tommy took a good look and concluded that he was younger than him. 


"You're also really lucky, boy" the lady said. She seemed quite embarrassed of seeing two strange dudes 
sharing the seat with her. What was worse, they were showing how much they meant to each other by 
running the fingers through the hair, or playing with each other's outfits. But never saying a word. 


The car was freaking old and was in need of new suspension system. Bad luck for the boys. Each time there 
was a speed bump or a ditch, the car almost jumped. To its passengers, it was a nightmare! The old lady's 
spine was already in agony, Tommy always hit the ceiling and Nikki hit the seat beneath him, making him give a 
painful cry. 


To these, Tommy knew the solution Whenever Nikki cried out in pain, he kissed his forehead, trying to calm 


him down, and it amazingly worked! 


But the lady was finding this even stranger. "Two guys sharing love like that? In front of elders? What a 
disgraceful society we have today!" She kept on thinking. But she could hold that to herself. 


"How disgusting! Are you going to kiss him each time he cries?!" 
"Yes. Why not?" 
"He is a man, for goodness's sake! You aren't supposed to kiss him!" 


"Well, ma'am. Where | come from, we are taught to show our love with kisses. It doesn't matter if it's your 


lover, parent, friend.Greeks always kiss." 
The old lady wasn't satisfied with the answer, but decided not to loose her elegance in an argue. 


They were passing through a badly-paved street. The driver hadn't seen a huge ditch and the car actually 
took off the floor this time. When it hit the ground, Nikki hit the seat really hard, making him scream in pain. 


Tommy kissed his forehead, but didn't work this time. He tried several times, but Nikki kept crying. He 
desperately took his lips into his. The older guy startled at first but then relaxed. It worked. Tommy let go of 
his lips and said: 


"I'm sorry. | just could see you in pain. " 
Jed Yy P 


"That's okay. It calmed me down and made me forget about how much it ached" Nikki gave him a soft smile, 


but was cut with a complaint. 
"IS THAT A GREEK TRADITION T00?! You two are strange indeed!" 
Then the driver said: 


" | know it's none of my business, but Greeks are amazing. | had a Greek girlfriend. Wow, she knew how to kiss. 


And she kissed everyone, indeed! Oh Lord, she was as sweet as a goddess! Even her name is Greek! Athena." 
Tommy startled, anger boiling inside him. 

" ATHENA WHAT!?1?1?" 

"Hum. think Bass. Yep, Athena Bass!" 

Tommy was furious now. It was his little sister! How could she date a dirty hippy!? 


"Oh, you motherfucker! Watch out how you talk about my sis or I'll." He was interrupted by a little and soft 
hand being placed on his chest and followed by a black-haired head. 


"Please Tommy, calm down. Don't make things worse." Nikki said softly and then closed his eyes. He was in need 


of a good rest. 

"Okay, Nikki." Tommy held his hand, kissed it and replaced it against his chest. 

"This is indeed getting worse!" The old lady complained. 

The two of them were in this position for the rest of the trip. Tommy caressing Nikki's hand as he tried to 
get some rest. He had a hard time and he deserved so. Besides, he loved him too much to not let him sleep in 
his arms. He wasn't going to be a mean lover. 

The driver stopped. Looked back smiling at his uncommon passengers. 


"We arrived at the hospital." 


Tommy got hold of his wallet and handed 50 dollars to each one of them, opened the door and got out, still 
holding Nikki, this time bridal style again 


"This might pay the disturb. Thanks so much for helping. I'll be grateful forever!" Tommy shouted from outside 
the car and stormed into the hospital. 


The driver and the old lady were confused but laughing. 


"Yep. | don't know what they are, but | wish someone | can find someone who will love me like that Greek guy 
loves the puff-ball-haired one." The driver said. 


" yeah. The love between them is undeniable." the old lady said as she also got out of the car. 


Nikki was frightened. He had to alert him about something. 


“Tommy, please, don't say that my real name is Frank. My criminal record is under the name of Frank Ferrana, 
and l'm wanted for at least I5 crimes." 


Tommy was surprised. How could someone so sweet could be so dangerous. 
"Okay, trust me. | know what to do." 
Nikki yet again leaned on his chest. He was beginning to like the sensation of being loved. 


‘Oh Tommy, without you, I'd be lost 


Motley Crue's Terror Twins - the birth of a legend 
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They got into the hospital. Everyone looking at those two punk-alike and all covered in blood guys. Nikki was still 
crying and letting out something close to moans, but they were purely from pain. Tommy's heart was breaking 
each time he made these sounds. 

They made their way to the reception, where they were greeted by a ginger-haired girl in despair. 

"Oh my God! What happened to him?" Said the girl. 


"He was sexually assaulted and tortured. He needs help right now! He is bleeding and in great pain!" Tommy 


found himself crying now. 

"Don't mind. We'll take good care of him. But | need some information about you two. Names, please" 

Nikki gazed up to Tommy, afraid that they could discover his past. 

"He's Nikki Lee Sixx and I'm Tommy Lee Sixx." 

‘Oh! Same family! Are you married or.." 

"Brothers. Yeah, we are twins!" 

"So, okay. Nikki and Tommy Lee Sixx, non-identical twins. Well, the nurses and doctors are here. Please, trust us, 
we'll take him for some medical exams and a check-up. You can wait at this room until he goes to his private 
room. His is number bbb" The girl said as Tommy handed his lover to the nurses, who put him a hammock. 
His heart was beating faster at the thought of letting him go, even for some minutes, but he needed medical 
care. He held his hand one more time and kisses his forehead, whispering "it's going to be okay. | promise." 


Then, he watched the medical staff take him to a restricted area. 


He sat at a sofa, near the receptionist. He wore his heart on his sleeve and cried all the time. The girl was sad 


of seeing someone in such a bad shape because of some damn mean guy. 


"Please, don't cry. He'll be okay and near you soon! And with a twin like you, who loves him this much, he'll 
recover in the wink of an eye! Here, take this." She handed a handkerchief to him and he dried his tears. 


"Thanks so much." 


It didn't took that much time, an hour and a half, but Tommy felt it like centuries. He could smell Nikki's 


hairspray in his shirt, which was comforting his while he wasn't there, in his arms, where he was meant to be. 
"IFs just a check-up and exams, nothing more. He'll come back soon" He kept saying this to himself. 


He could see the nurses bringing him back, in a hammock again. He was terrified, because in his head it meant 


he was really badly injured. He got up to try to see all the action in the room. 

"Calm down! The hammocks are just a habit. It's for the patients not to get tired, or even mored injured, in the 
case of feeling weak. Besides, it's easier to put them on the bed when they are already laid. Relax, he's okay." 
The girl tried to calm him. She seemed nice, but then she whispered in his ear. 

| know he's your boyfriend, but relax, | won't tell anyone." And winked. 

Tommy let out an embarrassed smile. He didn't have to hide that. At least not to her. 

"Il see if they'll already let you in the room." 

Tommy waited, but the girl was fast and arrived with a big smile. 

"You can see your ‘twin' now!" She kinda screamed in happiness. 


Tommy gave her a thank-you hug and rushed to the room number bbb. 


There he laid, The love of his life. His eyes lightened up just at the sight of Tommy. He sat beside him, 
grabbed his hand and kissed his forehead. 


"Nikki, | promised everything would be fine. And here you are. They took care of your wounds and injuries. The 
even treated that annoying pain. Now everything is fine. You chose the right name for you. Nikki, in Greek, 
means "victory'. And for me, you are the bravest man on earth." He said. His voice calmed Nikki even more. 
Now he knew why his grandma called him like that. He survived all his mom's boyfriends, and now, even a rape. 
But the thing that hit on him was "my name is Greek and my boyfriend is also Greek! Grandma, thanks for 


this name!" 


"I took some medicine and l'm getting really sleepy hehehehehe l'm sure it's an opioid-based one! To knock me 
down like this..but they said that I'll be out of here tomorrow or one day after." He had just finished when he 


yawned. 


Tommy found that so cute. He could believe that he had found the guy he had searched for more than 3 


years with no break. And his little version wouldn't believe if anyone said that he would love him so madly. 


"Have some rest, babe. You need it. And if the medicine is really and opioid, dude, you must be really sleepy! 


Hahahahahaha" 

They laughed and some few minutes later, Nikki fell asleep. "As Lizzie said, he looks like an angel" Tommy 
thought to himself and couldn't help but smile. He was running his fingers through the black mane of hair and 
caressing his hand, and he even found cute the way he snorted! 

He was there, to protect him from whatever may come. 


" hum.hi Tommy! Dude, | slept like a log, didn't 1?" Nikki asked as he woke up 5 hours later. 


"Yep. The only difference is that logs don't snore! And even if they snored, it wouldn't be that cute." Tommy 


had to joke a little. He was in need of seeing his smile. 


" | don't snore!" Nikki playfully slapped his arm as the two of them laughed. It stopped when Nikki thought 


about what would they now. They were homeless and all his things were in London's hostel. 
‘Hum.Tommy, what are we going to do now? We are both homeless and everything | had is lost!" 
Tommy sadly smiled at him. He had a surprise. 

"Well, | came to know that there's something you cant live without. Just one of your things” 


"Yes, my bass. | do miss the instrument because Lizzie had used his savings to buy my dream bass as a gift. 
And | put my savings inside a little compartment at its back, but | miss the feeling of playing it" 


"Well, my brother-in-law came and brought this" and he handed Nikki his bass. 


Nikki was surprised. Lizzie had brought it, so it meant that he was okay. He held his instrument closer and 


letting his relief tears roll down 

"And he left a letter" 

Nikki read that eagerly. 

"He said that Blackie promoted him to band leader and they already have a national gig. He's safe, it's just a 


matter of time until they take off and go to Seattle, where he'll hide." Nikki paused and opened up a big smile 
‘and he also said that he wishes from the bottom of his heart that we live happily ever after! And that it's 


for us to write him. He already have where to stay there in Seattle and gave us the address!" Tears rolled 


down from his eyes. 
Tommy sat on the bed, beside him and dried his tears. 


“Shush..we'll miss him, but it's just for a while! We'll meet him again. I'm sure! Brotherhood can't be torn apart 


that easily!" Tommy kissed his lips softly, but then he noticed a devilish grin on them. 
"Speaking of brotherhood..we can't do this! We are twins!" Nikki had to joke with this one. 


"Ah, dude! C'mon! | just could say the truth with so many elders around" Tommy was trying to explain himself 
but he was laughing as hard as Nikki. 


"But | really liked it. Let's imagine: ‘Nikki Sixx and Tommy Lee: Mötley Crue's Terror Twins! Sounds badass!" Nikki 
was already thinking ahead. As always. 


"Dude, | really do wanna start a band with you. Never wanted something so much" he said romantically, "but, 


man! What a horrible band name!" 
"Name a better one" Nikki teased him playfully. 


Tommy kissed him hard now. He felt tugs at his shirt, letting him know that it was good and he wanted more. 
They kissed passionately and playfully. Tommy's hands were exploring his scalp and back as Nikki's explored his 
chest. They broke the kiss and tried to act like normal twins when they heard the nurse coming in 


It was that old lady from the taxi. Damn, did she had to work herel? 


She breathed calmly as she handed their meals, checked Nikki's medicines and temperature (in the case that 


the they were reacting badly) and then stated. 


"You know | saw that right? That this room has windows for us to check on the patients and through that | 
had seen the whole action?" Nikki and Tommy blushed and looked down. "Damn! She caught us!" They thought: 


"Humpfl You Greeks are strange indeed! Not even the twin is safe from the sick kisses!" She turned away and 


left. They sighted in relief, and laughed a little. 


"| liked it: the Terror Twins!" Tommy stated but continued. "But | thought you liked Nikki Lee Sixx and Tommy 


Lee Sixx?" Tommy had the devious smirk he learned from his lover. 


"Nah. Let's save those ones for when we get married." Nikki had the same smirk, before pulling him back to 
meet his lips. 


Epilogue - Starry Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Néw is the last öne. | swear! 


1988 
"Are you sure he's here, love? It's such a dark place!" Tommy said as he entered the bar with his lover Nikki. 
"He said he's staying here. And that he'd meet us at 22:00 and it's..21:30" Nikki said, checking on his watch. 


"Then let's have a bit of fun, shall we?" Tommy placed his hand on his lover's hips and led him to the counter. 


They sat and stared at each other. 

"And thinking that | almost let you go." Nikki caressed his face. 

"But it stayed on ‘almost. l'm here for you now, and I'll always be! No one will lay a finger on my angel!" 
Tommy removed his pair's bangs from his eyes, revealing those same starry eyes that he had seen years 
ago, after a London party, when they realized they had found each other. 


"What you two are going to order?" 


"Hum..so many options! But I'll stay with milkshake! Because l'm childish and battling alcoholism!" said Nikki in 


cheerful spirits. 
I'll have the same for the same reasons!" Tommy got into his idea. 


They were like a vintage in love couple, except for the fact that they had long hair and several tattoos. But 
the spark in their eyes..it was telling something, and it was related to loving each other. 


Then a tap on Nikki's shoulder broke the moment. 

"Sup? How you're doing.OH MY GODI!" Nikki panicked. 

It was Blackie. They both got up and had their switchblade knives in one hand while holding each other's other 
hand. The knives still had his blood stains. Nikki began to cry with panic, but he kept together and was prepared 


to face him once again. 


"| come in peace! | swear! | come in peace!" Blackie broke down and started to cry. 


"What are you doing here, Lawless? Spoiling our fun again, like you did in the past!" Tommy was pointing the 
blade towards him. 


Blackie turned around and took off his shirt, revealing the double X scar. Nikki was curious and touched it. He 


had made that, avenged Lizzie, Tommy, himself and several others.” 

"I have to live with it everyday, remembering what | did and how | deserved even morel I've been living in a 
hell since then. Hurting the one | loved most, losing my best soldier, being a joke around the gang.none of those 
sufferings may cover yours. | was just he around and then | saw you two, and just thought for a moment 
that | could apologize for what | did. | know there's no Redemption for me, but.." 

It's enough, Blackie. It's enough" A familiar voice said. 


"LIZZIE! OH MY GOODNESS, YOU'RE OKAY!" Nikki yelled and ran towards his brother. 


Tommy shove Blackie away from them, but he said near his ear "at least you're sorry, maybe I'll be a little 


gentle to you when we go to hell" He was pissed for meeting him in such a happy day. 
"What are you guys going to do now, that involves me that much?" Lizzie said, gladly. 
Tommy put his arm around Nikki's waist and kissed his head as he searched for something in his leather bag. 


| knew my brother would be safe in your arms, Tommy. Look! He did a full recovery and is the happiest man 


alive!" Lizzie said to Tommy, who was just smiling at Nikki's puzzled manners. 


"HERE, FOUND IT!" He delivered an envelope to his older brother. 


ring on it, and then kissed. They were a perfect couple. 
After the broke the kiss, the three of them were hugging and crying of happiness. 
"Congratulations, Nikkil I'l sure attend to your and Tommy's wedding!" 

"Have you read to the end?" Tommy asked, holding Nikki closer. 


"Hum..AM | YOUR BEST MANI?I?l? REALLYI?1?1? Oh, God! You are so cute! I'll accept this with all my heart. 
YEAH, MY LIL BROTHER IS GOING TO BE MARRIED! THIS IS THE BEST DAY OF MY LIFE! How did he propose?!" 


"It was simple, but with all my love. Nikki was alone in a Christmas evening." Tommy said. 


"And then he came to my door with roses and chocolates, asking if he could come in. When | turned back to 
lock the door, there he was, on his knees, holding a tiny red velvet box with this beautiful ring, asking me the 
question that he already knew the answer. Hahahahahaha! But when he slid that ring on my finger, | felt 
complete for the very first time!" Nikki completed, holding back his tears as he remembered that evening. 


"But then we though that putting them in chains was way more our style, so we did!" Said Tommy, playing with 
his. 


‘Oh my, this deserves celebration! Let's have a drink on future Nikki and Tommy Lee Sixx!" Lizzie said. 
"I told you these names were a good option!" Tommy joked. 


"Oh, shut up!" Nikki blushed and shut his husband-to-be's mouth with the sweetest kiss you've ever seen 


